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AUTUMN, 


“ Now Autumn strews on every plain 
His mellow fruits and fertile grain ; 

And laughing plenty, crown’d with sheaves, 

With purple grapes and spreading leaves, 

In rich profusion pours around, 

Her flowing treasures on the ground. 

Oh ! mark the great, the liberal hand 
That scatters blessings o’er the land , 

And to the God of Nature raise 
The grateful song, the hymn of praise.” 

One long harvest day is the life of Autumn ; it 
is for her to gather in the bounteous store, which 
sown in Spring, and nourished in Summer, is to 
be matured and garnered now, and left for sub- 
sistence and comfort in Winter, — the year’s 
decline. 

“ Sweet Sahbatli of the year. 

While evening lights decay, 

Thy parting steps methinks 1 hear, 

Steal from the world away. 

•« Amid thy silent flowers 
’Tis sad, but sweet to dwell, 

Where falling leaves and drooping flowers 
Around me breathe farewell. 

“ A deep and crimson streak 
Thy dying leaves disclose ; 

As on consumption’s cheek 
’Mid ruin blooms the rose. 

“ Thy scene each vision brings 
Of beauty in decay ; 

Of fair and early fading things. 

Too exquisite to say. 
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“ Of joys that come no more. 

Of flowers whose bloom is fled, 

Of f arewell wept upon the shore, 

Of friends estranged and dead. 

“ Of all that now may seem 
To memory’s tearful eye 
The vanished beauty of a dream, 

O’er which we gaze and sigh.” 

The broad ferns with their finely divided and 
russet coloured fronds now arrest the eye, and the 
rich groups of fungi and lichens with their varied 
tints we find in shady spots. 

Nothing can exceed the beauty of an autumnal 
sky, as the sun sinks to rest : so sweetly and se- 
renely smiling a farewell, and giving place to the 
pale moon which has a peculiar charm at this sea- 
son, although no longer cheered by the dulcet 
notes of the nightingale. 
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